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THE TRAGEDY 

OF HAMLET 

PRINCE Of 

Denmark. 


Enter Barnardo and Francilco > } tv>e Sentinels . 

\ Ar. Who’s there? 

\ Fran. Nay anfwer me, ftand and unfold your fclfe. 
'^Bar. Long live the King, 
y Fran. Barnardo ? 

Bar. Hee- 

Fran. You come moft carefully upon your houre. 

Bar. ’Tis now ftrooke twelve : get thee to bed Francifco, 

F ran . For this reliefe much thanks, ’tis bitter cold. 

And I am ficke at heart. 

Bar. Have you had quiet guard ? 

Fran, Not a moufe ftirring. 

Bar. Well, goodnight : 

Ifyou doe meet Horatio and Marcellos, 

The rivalls of my watch, bid them make hafte. 

^0 _ Enter Horatio and Afarcellue. 

Efim. I thinke I heare them. Stand ho ; who is there ? 

Hma. Friends to this ground. 

Mar, And Liegemen to the Dane. 

•d a Winn, 
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